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There the tall curved chimneys spread
Purple smoke on purple cloud.
Grant us to know that hours rushed by
Are photographed upon God's eye ;
That life and leaf are both preserved
In gelatine of Jesus' blood.
And grant to us the sense to feel
The large condensed within the small ;
Wash clear our eyes that we may see
The sky within the blackberry.

Carol Jbr Holy Innocents' Day

T. he cat was let out of the bag by an angel

Who warned them and planned their get-away,

And told how Herod would make holy with death
The day that a birth made a holy day.

Herod's men were searching the backalleys,

They did not see the refugees go,
Nor how when the child's hands fluttered like sparrows

His fingers blessed the casual snow.

The boy saw sand white as snow in the desert,

And watched it thaw to husks of corn;
And perhaps his merchant uncle showed him

The first white blossoms of the Glastonbury thorn.

We have hurried the children from a German Herod,
Whose bombs stretch further than a city's roofs;

We have brought them westward across the Pennines
To where the sea like a squadron moves.

They will see the bracken retard and turn rusty,
And new fronds like clock-springs coil into gear;
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